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jealousy but with principle. It was not so much that
he loved Sylvia, as that Sylvia was his wife. Sylvia
was Lady Roehampton. She bore his name. Now
that he had recovered from the first shock, he no
longer thought of Sebastian in personal terms;
Sebastian had become a symbol, an #. But as the
personal element shrunk from Lord Roehampton's
views, so, proportionately, did the impersonal
determination increase, "I won't stand any non-
sense" was the rhythm now running in his head,
"My wife behaves herself, or she ceases to be my
wife," was another phrase he had coined for
himself during those painful days, and which gave
him great support and satisfaction. By the end of
the week, he had really persuaded himself that his
severity towards Sylvia was wholly directed to-
wards Lady Roehampton.

At moments a sentimental remorse seized him,
as he saw Sylvia going about her amusements un-
conscious of the trouble that was about to break
over her head. He felt then as one might feel who,
darkly standing in the wings, trains a revolver
upon the laughing, triumphant, twirling queen of
ballet. He would come up to her bedroom after
he had had his breakfast and had read his Times^
and would find her still lying in her wide bed
littered with notes and household orders, directing
her maid to lay out various costumes with their
adjuncts, that she might choose what she would
wear that day. And so, eight or ten selections